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As when, at the Feast of the great ALEXANDER,*
TIMOTHEUS, the musical Son of THERSANDER,
Breath'd heavenly Measures;
The Prince was in Pain,                                 80
And could not contain,
While THAIS was sitting beside him:
But, before all his Peers
Was for shaking the Spheres,
Such Goods all the kind Gods3 did provide him.
Grew bolder and bolder,                                86
And cock'd up his Shoulder,
Like the son of great JUPITER AMMON,4
Till at length, quite opprest,
He sunk on her Breast,                                  90
And lay there as dead as a Salmon.
O had I Voice that was stronger than Steel,
With twice Fifty Tongues to express what I feel,
And as many good Mouths, yet I never could utter
All the Speeches my Lord made to Lady BUNBUTTER. 95
So polite all the Time, that he ne'er touch5 d a Bit,
While she ate up his Rolls and applaud'd his Wit:
For they tell me that Men of true Taste, when they
treat,
Should talk a great deal, but they never should eat,
And if that be the Fashion, I never will give           100
Any grand Entertainment as long as I live:
For I'm of Opinion, 'tis proper to chear
The Stomach and Bowels, as well as the Ear.
Nor me did the charming Concerto of ABELS
Regale like the Breakfast I saw on the Table;          105